POEMS FROM ARCADIA

Night

O NIGHT, the ease of care, the pledge of pleasure,
Desire's best mean, harvest of hearts affected,
The seat of peace, the throne which is erected
Of human life to be the quiet measure;
Be victor still of Phoebus' golden treasure,
Who hath our sight with too much sight infected;
Whose light is cause we have our lives neglected,
Turning all Nature's course to self-displeasure,
These stately stars in their now shining faces,
With sinless Sleep, and Silence, Wisdom's mother^
Witness his wrong which by thy help is eased:
Thou art, therefore, of these our desart places
The sure refuge; by thee and by no other
My soul is blest, sense joy'd, and fortune raised*

Why far to die?

SINCE Nature's works be good, and death doth sera

As Nature's work, why should we fear to die?

Since fear is vain but when it may preserve,

Why should we fear that which we cannot fly?

Fear is more pain than is the pain it fears,

Disarming human minds of native might;

While each conceit an ougly figure bears,

Which were not evil, well view'd in reason's light

Our only eyes, which dimm'd with passions be,

And scarce discern the dawn of coming day,

Let them be clear'd, and now begin to sec

Our life is but a step in dusty way:

Then let us hold the bliss of peaceful mind.

Since this we feel, great loss we cannot find.